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MRS, ARDSLEY: They're just coming.

[GwEN CEDAR and ETHEL BARTLETT come in from
the garden. ETHEL BARTLETT, MRS. ARDSLEY'S
second daughter,, is a handsome woman of thirty-five*
with regular features and fine eyes. G\YEN CEDAR
is fifty, a good deal painted, mth dyed hair; she is
too smartly dressed in a manner hardly booming to
far age. She has the mechanical brightness of a woman
who is desperately hanging on to the remains of her
youth.

ETHEL: The others ate coming as soon as they've finished
the set.  Hulloa, Sydney.

SYDNEY: Hulloa.

GWEN:  [Shaking hands mth Mm.}  How are you  to-day,

Sydney? You're looking very well.
SYDNEY: Oh, Fm all right, thanks.
GWEN: Busy as a bee as usual, I suppose.  You're simply

amazing.
MRS. ARDSLEY: [Trying to head her off.] Let me give you

some tea.
GWEN: I do admire you.   I mean, you must have great

strength of character.
SYDNEY: [With a grin.} A will of Iron.
GWEN: I remember when I was ill last spring and they

kept me in a darkened room for nearly a week, it was

quite intolerable. But I kept on saying to myself, well,

it's nothing compared to what poor Sydney has to put

up with.

SYDNEY: And you were right.
MRS. ARDSLEY: One lump of sugar?
GWEN: Oh, no, I never take sugar.  It*s Lent all the year

round for me.   [Brightly attacking SYDNEY again}  It's a

marvel to me how you pass the time.